138         CONFESSIONS  OF  AN  ETONIAN.
hours suspense, I recognised not a token of
habitation, until at length a bell lazily tolled,
and echoed among the solitary woods.
Descending into the valley, I now approached
the portal, within which I found a person with
a brown freckled face, enveloped in a cowl of
the same colour, seated motionless on a cold
stone bench behind the gate.    For the instant,
I was the rude Gaul, surveying the mysterious
senator of the forum; but without insulting his
beard, or wasting words on the subject, I fol-
lowed my silent conductor through several ex-
tensive corridors, into  a  spacious   and  very
habitable salon, where a remarkable and in-
teresting person shortly made Ms appearance,
approaching with his hand proffered in token
of welcome, while his face beamed with every-
thing one could imagine to be associated with
benevolence and charity.  He seemed to divine
by instinct   that I was   an Englishman,  as
promptly as he did by my embarrassment that
I was no Frenchman, addressing me in my own
language with great fluency, though, as was to
be expected, with a considerable accent.    In-
forming me that I was welcome to his monas-
tery, he withdrew to order some refreshment.
Returning shortly with a monk, he announced
my supper; and I shall not forget the sense of
humiliation I experienced, when compelled to
sit at table and be attended on by two persons,